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DEDICATION 

TO  one,  who  sets  the  light  of  humour  shining 
On  many  a  dim  fantastic  ancient  tale, 
Nor  would  an  outworn  dogma  be  refining; — 
That  truth  may  still  prevail : 

Who  feels  the  more  the  enigma  of  existence, 
Not  knowing,  whitherward  our  footsteps  lead, 

But  never  lets  the  darkness  in  the  distance 
Her  nearer  path  impede. 


DETACHMENT 

GREATLY  prize  the  gift  of  humour, 
Light  divine  of  human  mind; 
Live  unmoved  by  transient  rumour, 

Harbour  not  a  thought  unkind  ; 
So  will  trouble,  life's  consumer, 
Break,  like  bubble  in  the  wind. 


MATHEMATICAL 


AN  ARTISTS'  CUSTOM 

TO  MATHEMATICIANS 

/^N  a  beautiful  isle^  near  the  Brittany  coast, 
^^   In  the  midst  of  an  emerald  sea, 
Are  the  ruddy  pink  rocks,  beloved  the  most 
By  artists,  the  gay,  and  the  free. 

From  the  sun's  summer  heat  they  seek  a  retreat 

At  an  inn,-  where  a  tiny  glass  bowl 
Is  given  to  each,  who  would  venture  the  feat 

Of  portraying  an  intimate  soul. 

Here  I  would  try  under  England's  gray  sky, 

By  the  aid  of  poetical  rime, 
Which  I'll  catch  by  and  by,  when  a  spirit  is  nigh, 

To  depict  for  all  subsequent  time 

The  deeds  of  each  one,  who  is  raised  above  strife 

By  research,  or  has  lived  to  impart 
The  lore,  that  may  help  to  beatify  life, 

The  old  mathematical  art. 

1  He  de  Br^hat,  off  Paimpol,  a  little  island  much  frequented 
by  French  artists. 

2  Le  cabaret  des  d^capit^s  (the  inn  of  the  beheaded),  an 
inn,  belonging  to  the  island,  in  which  artists  have  painted 
their  friends'  faces  on  small  glass  bowls. 
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THE  OLD  SCHOOL  AND  THE  NEW 

A  REMINISCENCE  OF  THE  THREE  MEETINGS  ON 
JANUARY  I2TH  AND  13TH,  I9IO 

"A  mathematician,  who  'can't  drop  things  into  water,' 
will  soon  be  as  extinct  as  the  Dodo." 

' '  By  working  in  a  laboratory  mathematicians  learn  at  last 
really  to  believe  in  their  own  formulae." 

Dr.  Balance. 
"  T  UST  drop  it  into  water  and  you'll  very  quickly 
J       see, 

If  reckoned  and  observed  results  in  any  way  agree." 
To  this  said  Dr.  Problem,  "Into  Science  I'll  not  pry. 
And  I  really  very  much  prefer  my  Mathematics  dry." 
But  Dr.  Balance  then  replied  with  the  playful  wit 

of  youth, 
"  Experiment  alone  decides,  if  formulae  have  truth  ! 
And,  unless,  like  Archimedes,  you  can  test  a  crown 

of  gold. 
You'll  rapidly  become  extinct,  as  the  Dodo  bird  of 

old ! " 
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TO  A  LADY  WHO  WROTE  THAT  SHE 

HAD  GONE  TO  NORWAY  TO  STUDY 

PROFESSOR  LOVE'S  BOOK  ON 

THE  CALCULUS 

T  HEAR  you've  gone  to  Norway's  pines, 
-L     Where  Midnight  Sun  so  ruddy 
Across  the  fjord  obliquely  shines, 
Love's  Calculus  to  study. 

To  find  the  liinits  of  the  heart 

You  trust  the  power  of  reason, 
Wliich  Laureate  ^  calls  "the  colder  part" 

It  seems  an  act  of  treason  ! 


Far  from  the  busy  haunts  of  men, 
'Mid  snowy  wildernesses, 

I  see  you  quitting  mortal  ken 
For  mountain's  deep  recesses ; 

Forgetful  of  your  native  soil, 
With  scanty  share  of  victual. 

Trying  to  track  with  utmost  toil 
The  infinitely  little. 

1  Tennyson,  "  In  Memoriam,"  LXXiv 
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But,  when  you've  read  the  theorem 

Of  Taylor  and  Maclaurin 
And,  tired  of  chasing  e  or  w. 

Reflect  there 's  something  more  in 

Life,  than  a  mere  alluring  quest 

Of  surfaces  and  symbols, 
Yet  scorn  to  find  a  welcome  rest 

By  using  thread  and  thimbles ; 

Return  to  windy  Shakespeare  cliff. 
Which  fronts  the  Straits  of  Dover, 

You  will  not  find  a  grander,  if 
You  search  the  whole  world  over. 

Come  back  from  land  of  frost  and  rime, 
Give  up  your  vain  endeavour, 

Nor  change  this  variable  clime, 
Where  love  is  constant  ever. 
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A  DEVOTEE  OF  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
NUMBER 

WHEN  Sun  has  sought  the  western  wave, 
And  shines  o'er  Ocean's  billow, 
The  sage  is  not  dull  fashion's  slave, 
Nor  seeks  the  downy  pillow. 

The  incalculable  joy  supreme 

Of  theorems  of  number 
Comes  to  his  mind  in  waking  dream 

While  all  the  world 's  in  slumber. 

He  tracks  the  properties  of  primes, 

And  finds  as  costly  treasures, 
As  many  a  poet  in  his  rimes. 

Musician  in  his  measures. 

Awakening  from  this  earthly  trance 

He'll  meet  with  other  sages. 
And  learn  from  their  ecstatic  glance 

The  problem  of  the  ages. 
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PRACTICE  AND  THEORY 

HOW  many,  alas!  in  their  flight  through  the  air 
Have  met  with  the  fate  of  young  Icarus  there. 
Then  let  me  the  praise  of  the  scientist  sing, 
Who,  observing  the  poise  of  a  bird  on  the  wing. 
Would  match  it  with  symbols,  on  mastery  keen, 
And  use  them  to  balance  the  flying  machine. 
All  honour  to  airmen,  the  bold  pioneers. 
To  mathematicians,  the  makers  and  seers  ! 
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REFLECTIONS 

AFTER  HEARING  A  FRIDAY  EVENING  LECTURE  ON 

LIQUID  HYDROGEN  ^  AT  THE  ROYAL  INSTITUTION 

BY  SIR  JAMES  DEWAR,  F.R.S. 

npO  the  Institution  come, 
-L  See  the  charcoal  vacuum, 
See  the  fickle  mountain  breeze 
Liquefy  or  even  freeze, 
Hydrogen — a  triple  task, 
Seething  in  its  silvery  flask, 
Frozen  gases,  white  and  blue; 
Listen  to  a  tale  that's  new. 

There  my  thoughts  were  backward  sent 
To  the  dim  primeval  world, 
Where  each  chemic  element  ^ 
Lay  in  frozen  waves  impearled. 
Yet  the  phosphorescent  sea. 
Motionless,  serene  and  stark, 

1  Hydrogen  liquefies  at  -253°  Centigrade.  The  lowest 
temperature  recorded  during  the  recent  journey  to  the  South 
Pole  was  -60°  Centigrade. 

2  This  is  in  accordance  with  the  nebular  hypothesis  of 
Laplace.  The, view  expressed  in  "In  Memoriam,"  cxviii, 
may  be  taken  to  refer  to  a  later  stage  in  the  evolution  of  our 
planet, 

19 


Held  a  wondrous  potency 

In  its  voyage  thro'  the  dark : 

Held  the  mystic  seeds  of  life, 

All  the  struggle  and  the  strife, 

That  we,  human  beings,  wage 

In  our  life-long  pilgrimage  ; 

All  the  harmony  and  love, 

That,  like  message  of  the  dove, 

Come  to  gladden  and  surprise 

Weariness  of  waiting  eyes : 

Held  Beethoven's,  Wagner's  lyre, 

All  the  deep  poetic  fire, 

Shakespeare,  Browning  should  inspire, 

Goethe,  Shelley,  heavenly  choir ! 

Held  the  mind  of  Faraday 

With  his  kindly,  thoughtful  face, 

Kelvin's  insight.   Who  shall  say. 

If  their  spirits  live  in  space, 

And  with  intellectual  day 

Lighten  still  the  human  race? 

Thus  did  Science,  the  divine. 
Ope  for  me  her  inmost  shrine, 
Show  me  mind  with  matter  blent. 
Glorious  and  magnificent. 


20 


A  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHER  AND 
THE  IONS 

T  T  1ST!  it  was,  I  saw  it  stir, 

•*--'-   A  negative  electromer; 

Though  it  sometimes,  I  aver, 

Seems  to  change  its  character; 

Just  as,  when  you're  hitting  off 

From  the  tee  at  game  of  golf, 

When  you've  shouted  "  Fore,"  you  find 

The  ball  is  somehow  left  behind. 

Negative  or  positive, 

I  would  put  it  thro'  a  sieve, 

Find  its  energy  and  mass. 

As  it  vainly  tries  to  pass 

Slily  thro'  the  vacuum  tube; 

For  momentum  is  a  cube, 

M  V  squared  ;  you  only  need 

To  get  its  energy  and  speed, 

Then  you  reckon  what  must  be 

Its  mass  to  any  due  degree. 

THE  IONS 

Pleading  for  co-education. 

We  were  happy  little  ions. 
Roaming  free  as  tawny  lions 
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In  the  desert  of  an  atom, 
Gay  as  Engineers  at  Chatham ; 
For  inside  our  spacious  sphere 
We  could  dance  without  a  fear, 
Each  might  meet  the  other  sex, 
Nothing  much  our  peace  to  vex, 
Till  he  came  and  drove  us  out, 
Made  us  quit  the  pleasant  rout. 
Live  like  monks,  who  follow  rule, 
Maidens  at  a  convent  school. 
Doomed  awhile  to  dwell  apart. 
Pining  each  for  other's  heart ; 
Forced  to  play  on  the  cathode 
And,  perhaps,  compose  a7i  ode 
In  the  great  magician's  praise. 
Who  would  find  out  all  our  ways, 
Track  them  through  vacuity 
With  daring  ingenuity. 
Then  record  them  in  a  lecture. 
Where  he  hazards  a  conjecture, — 
(Mostly  very  near  the  mark. 
Though  he's  sometimes  in  the  dark,) 
As  to  our  mysterious  laws. 
Rule  of  the  Eternal  Cause. 

Note. — "Negative  electromer"  suggested  as  a  substitute 
for  "electron." 
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AN  IMPORTANT  QUESTION 

LINES  WRITTEN  IN  ANSWER  TO  A  QUERY,  AS 

TO  WHEN  A   SERIES   OF  MATHEMATICAL 

BIOGRAPHIES  WOULD  BE  COMPLETE 

YOU  ask,  if  an  infinite  series 
Will  ever  be  wholly  complete, 
As  if  the  Almighty  e'er  wearies 
Restoring  us  Nature's  elite. 

To  many  a  planet  He's  sending 
Sages,  who've  taken  their  rest, 

Mathematicians  unending 

E'en  from  the  Isles  of  the  Blest. 


23 


"LEWIS  CARROLL" 

THE  REV.  C.  L.  DODGSON,  SENIOR  STUDENT 

AND  MATHEMATICAL  LECTURER  AT 

CHRIST  CHURCH,  OXFORD 

WHEN  Lewis  Carroll  left  the  Earth  and  en- 
tered realms  Elysian, 
He  did  not  meet  with    Oxford  wit,  nor  causerie 

Parisian ; 
But  angel  children  greeted  him  and  charmed  him 

by  their  chatter 
With  Alice  and  the  Cheshire  Cat,  the  Dormouse 
and  Mad  Hatter. 

Note.— Mr.  S.  H.  Butcher,  M.P.,  in  a  lecture  on  the 
Teaching  of  Poetry,  deUvered  at  Grosvenor  House  on  12th 
May,  1909,  quoted  R.  L.  Stevenson  as  saying  that  the  word 
"  hatter  "  could  not  be  used  in  serious  and  emotional  poetry. 
Mr.  Butcher  added  that  perhaps  only  Browning  could  have 
used  it  successfully ! 
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THE  CALCULUS  FOR  BABES 

A  CRY  FROM  THE  CRADLE 

It  has  been  suggested  that  the  Calculus  should  be  begun 
at  an  earlier  age  than  at  present. 

"  \/\  O'^^^^'  ^'"^  ^^^^^  of  that  noisy  old  rattle, 

^^^   Tired  of  the  fairies  and  their  tittle-tattle, 
Weary  of  Moon  and  the  leap  of  the  Cattle ; 

Mother,  I  want  to  have  plenty  of  fun, 
Don't  put  me  off  with  a  new  currant  bun, 
Give  me  the  Calculus,  written  by  N — n." 
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SUPPOSED  REPORT  OF  THE  TREAS- 
URER   OF    A    BRANCH    OF    THE 
MATHEMATICAL  ASSOCIATION 
(NOT  FOUNDED  ON  FACT) 

O  OR  ? 

Professor  G.  H.  Bryan  proposes  "?"  as  a  symbol  for  the 
Unknown  Digit. — Math.  Gazette,  No.  80. 

YOU  want  my  Report, 
The  answer  is  short : 
A  balance  that  shocks. 
No  ambiguity, 
Simple  vacuity, 
Nought  in  the  box  ! 


ELECTION  OF  THE  GIRLS'  SCHOOLS 
COMMITTEE,  MARCH,  1912 

NO  more  has  she  Mill  to  quote, 
Nor  by  means  erratical 
Need  she  now  her  claims  promote. 

Nor  by  speech  emphatical  : 
Every  woman  has  a  vote, 
If  she's  mathematical. 
26 


TO      THOSE       ADVENTUROUS      LADIES 

WHO,  WHEN    REFUSED    A   DEGREE    BY 

THEIR     OWN    UNIVERSITY,    OBTAINED 

ONE   AT   DUBLIN 

HIGH  upon  the  roll  of  honour, 
Each  had  toiled  "  like  ten," 
One  was  even  Prima  Donna, 
Far  above  the  men. 

Theirs  no  help  from  Alma  Mater, 

So  they  crossed  the  sea, 
And  returned  with  learning's  charter 

Dames  of  high  degree ! 
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BEATAE  POSSIDENTES 

A    LAMENT   ON    HEARING    THAT    THE   PRIVILEGE 
OF  DEGREES  FOR  WOMEN  HAD  BEEN  WITH- 
DRAWN  BY   DUBLIN   UNIVERSITY 

NO  more  will  Albion's  daughters 
Endure  the  stormy  sea, 
Nor  traverse  Erin's  waters, 
From  sexual  fetters  free. 

No  more  are  robes  accorded 
To  maids,  who  can  "dispute";^ 

Learning  is  unrewarded, 
Minerva's  voice  is  mute. 

1  Wranglers,  so  called,  because  they  engaged  in  "  disputa- 
tiones." 
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LINES  WRITTEN  AFTER  HEARING  A 
YORKSHIRE  VICAR  SPEAK  OF  CHAPELS 
AS  "MERELY  LEAST  COMMON  MUL- 
TIPLES." (PERHAPS  AN  UNCONSCIOUS 
COMPLIMENT) 
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Who  stir  religious  quarrels, 
Nor  seek  to  guard  each  soul's  repose, 

The  fountain  of  its  morals, 
I  find  some  balm  for  human  needs 

In  every  Church's  treasure, 
And  learn  to  take  of  all  the  creeds 

Their  greatest  common  measure. 


TO  AN  EDUCATIONAL  INSTITUTION 

NUMBERLESS,  as  are  the  waves  of  Ocean, 
And,  like  a  haven  after  stormy  sea. 
Hospitable  are  thy  doors.   Emotion 
Of  subtle  logic  is  inspired  by  thee. 
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MISCELLANEOUS 

I.    HUMOROUS 


TO  THE  FOLK-SONG  QUARTET 

AFTER  A  CONCERT  AT  THE  AEOLIAN  HALL 
MAY  20,  191 1 

FOUR  voices,  joined  in  exquisite  refrain, 
Brought  back  to  us  the  ancient  world  again ; 
A  skylark,  at  whose  note  we  tranced  stood, 
A  nightingale  within  a  Scottish  wood, 
A  voice,  like  tenor  bell,  in  perfect  tune, 
And,  mingled  with  them,  bass  of  gay  buffoon. 
Thus  were  we  greeted  in  Aeolian  Hall 
And  wafted  backward  at  a  fairy's  call 
To  hear  the  songs  of  mediaeval  times. 
Chanted  by  townsfolk  'mid  the  Church's  chimes 
At  festivals,  or  at  the  Christmas  mimes ; 
Nonsensical,  alliterative  rimes. 
Such  as  a  jester  with  his  cap  and  bells 
Recites,  or  some  mysterious  gipsy  tells 
To  idlers  in  a  forest  glade  at  noon ; 
She  for  a  "  sixpence  "  bright  will  softly  croon 
Of  "  gipsy  life  beneath  the  greenwood  tree," 
Where  men  are  joyous  and  the  life  is  free, 
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Of  "  Oxford  Ox"  and  "  Chinese  Reverie," 
And  how  "  The  fly  has  married  humble  bee." 
Such  were  the  words,  the  melodies  so  sweet, 
That  we  forgot  the  hours,  and  seemed  to  fleet 
Thro'  world  of  dreams,  amid  attendant  elves, 
Whose  only  task  to  make  us  lose  ourselves 
In  elfin-land,  where  men  have  nought  to  rue 
And  all  their  cherished  fancies  turn  out  true. 
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TO  A  SERPENT 

ON  HEARING  MR.  DANIEL  JONES  PLAY  A  COMPOSI- 
TION   FOR   THAT   INSTRUMENT   WITH 
PIANO  ACCOMPANIMENT  BY  THE 
COMPOSER,  DR.  YOUNG. 

"Dragons   .   .    .   were  mellow  music. " — Tennyson, /« 
Memoriani,  LVI. 

MELLOWEST  music  of  primitive  age, 
Wlien  there  was  neither  bar,  pulpit  nor  stage  ! 
Thus  did  Diplodocus,  roUing  in  sHme, 
Trumpet  his  war-notes  in  triplicate  time. 
Little  birds  twittered  aloft  in  the  trees,  \  ,  •       x 
Making  a  melody  borne  on  the  breeze.  J 
No  man  had  written,  nor  poet  had  sung 
Of  the  flowers  of  the  forest,  when  nature  was  young ; 
Each  lived  his  life,  nor  wished  to  descry 
Beyond  life's  horizon  its  terrible  "Why?"; 
Struggling  with  nature  he  acted  his  part, 
Sublimely  unconscious  of  musical  art ; 
Science  there  was  not  nor  aim  theoretic. 
And  only  perhaps  the  first  dawn  of  phonetic : 
Weirdest  of  instruments,  brazen  or  reeden, 
Symbol  of  guile  in  the  Garden  of  Eden, 
Thou  didst  beguile  us  one  fair  afternoon, 
Charming  our  ears  with  thy  guttural  tune. 
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TO  A  LADY,  WHO  WRITES  TRIOLETS 
(romance) 

PERHAPS  as  roving  troubadour 
You  chanted  that  refrain, 
And  now  the  triolets  of  yore 
Would  haunt  your  mind  again. 

Old  England  to  my  memory  bring ! 

Methinks  this  leafy  square 
Was  once  a  famous  tilting  ring 

With  lords  and  ladies  fair, 

Who  listened  to  your  wistful  songs 

With  feelings  of  delight, 
When  ladies  ne'er  proclaimed  their  wrongs, 

And  lords  were  always  right ! 

O  let  me  hear  the  triple  rimes. 
Which  charmed  those  ears  of  old, 

They'll  mind  me  of  romantic  times 
And  many  a  venture  bold. 
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TO  THE  SAME  LADY 

(reality) 

AWAY  with  old  romantic  times 
Of  famine,  war,  and  pest. 
The  castles  and  their  hidden  crimes. 
When  the  strong  were  ever  best ! 

The  gray  old  walls  and  dungeons  deep 

Heard  many  a  maiden  sob, 
As  warriors  issued  from  the  keep, 

To  harass,  kill,  and  rob. 

But  let  us  turn  our  vision  thence 

To  dawn  of  brighter  day, 
When  woman's  reasoned  common  sense 

Shall  hold  a  wider  sway ; — 

To  wean  our  minds  from  love  of  war 

And  internecine  strife, 
Until  we  see  the  reign  of  law 

Throughout  the  whole  of  life. 
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A  DEFENCE  OF  PHILOSOPHIC 
LAUGHTER 

WRITTEN  AFTER  HEARING  THE  LAST  LECTURE  BY 

PROFESSOR  HENRI  BERGSON  "ON  THE  NATURE  OF 

THE    soul"    at    UNIVERSITY   COLLEGE,    LONDON, 

OCTOBER  28,  191 1 

"  Philosophy  will  revivify  and  rejuvenate  us." 

LAUGH  ;  but  not  at  other's  failing. 
Nor  with  cynic's  bitter  railing : 
Laugh  with  wisdom,  if  thou  can  ; 
Prize  the  privilege  of  man. 

If  thou  wish  to  live  for  ever, 
Think  thou  dost  so  and  endeavour 
Neither  much  to  love  nor  hate, 
Laughter  will  rejuvenate. 

All  the  old  ideas  Platonic, 
Clothed  in  dialogue  ironic, 
Must  in  Hades  buried  be, 
"  Here  "  and  "  Now  "  be  real  to  thee. 
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Time  is  ever  new  unfolding 

Forms,  which  Space  is  really  holding, 

Memory  will  recombine 

Fleeting  moments,  mine  with  thine. 

Not  in  cloistered  cell  repining, 
Nor  the  real  world  confining 
To  inert  intelligence, 
Act  with  living  common  sense. 

So  mayst  thou,  while  Time  arranges 
Life  with  its  unceasing  changes. 
Taught  by  intuition  still, 
Realize  creative  will. 

Laughter  is  the  cosmic  glory  ! 
Lo,  the  everlasting  story 
Of  the  Universe,  we  seek, 
Is  evolving  and  unique. 


A  THEORY  AND  A  QUESTION 

SUGGESTED  BY  THE  SAME  LECTURE 
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ATTER  has  a  little  mind 

(Let  not  this  your  logic  shock), 
Which  endures,  researchers  find. 
Just  the  ticking  of  a  clock." 


"Yes,  but  will  my  memory  last 
After  death,  and  will  the  soul 

Then  remember  all  its  past. 

E'er  have  knowledge  of  the  whole?" 
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TO  "SIR  MAX'^ 

AFTER  READING  A  VOLUME  OF  HIS  POEMS 

A  MEED  of  praise  be  thine,  "  Sir  Max," 
Thy  name  be  writ  in  stone,  not  wax, 
And  may  Old  Time,  tho'  called  "  edax," 
Preserve  thee  safe  from  Fortune's  thwacks, 
Nor  critics,  seeking  flaws  and  cracks, 
(The  very  dullest  of  dull  Jacks, 
While  some  are  charlatans  and  quacks. 
And  others  merely  Grub  Street  hacks,) 
Assail  thee  with  their  fierce  attacks ! 
Amid  our  City's  gloom  and  blacks, 
Which  hide  the  nearest  chimney-stacks. 
Thou  treadest  the  immortal  tracks 
Of  him  who  sang  the  Greek  Ajax, 
Of  Jonson  and  of  tender  Shaks, 
And  those,  who  knew  the  stately  Backs 
Of  Cam  ; — nor  let  thy  muse  be  lax 
(Kindly  accept  the  bold  climdx) 
To  inspire,  when  inner  vision  slacks. 
I  will  no  more  thy  patience  tax 
But  for  my  rimes  thy  pardon  ax. 
And  with  my  thanks  and  "  Tecum  pax  " 
I  say  "  Farewell "  my  dear  "  Sir  Max." 
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AN  INVITATION 

"  T  T  rOULD  you  walk  beneath  the  bannei 

W     Or  would  you  rather  drive  " 
In  taxi  or  einspanner? 

The  busiest  of  the  hive 
Will  march  along  with  Anna, 

The  Suffrage  to  contrive. 
So,  come  in  any  manner 

To  show  that  you're  alive. 
Or  spare  at  least  a  tanner 

To  help  the  cause  to  thrive. 
If,  under  freedom's  banner 

We  boldly  march  and  strive, 
We'll  have  the  vote,  says  Anna, 

Within  four  years  or  five. 

June,  1911. 
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INVENTORS 

EACH  inventor  has  a  bee 
(You  may  depend  upon  it, 
If  you  listen  carefully) 
Within  his  little  bonnet. 

If  he'd  be  by  reason  led, 

Tell  him  without  doubt 
That  he  should,  as  Kelvin  said, 

"  Try  and  pluck  it  out." 

Said  by  Lord  Kelvin  to  an  inventor,  who  showed  him  an 
erroneous  electrical  theory. 


AN  EXPERT  WITNESS 

YOU  listen  to  his  evidence. 
As  if  he  were  the  judge, 
And,  what  he  says,  alone  were  sense, 
While  all  the  rest  is  fudge. 

His  answers  are  serenely  clear. 
Your  calmest  reason  rocks, 

For  judge  and  counsel  both  appear 
To  witness  in  the  box. 
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THE  THOUGHT  OF  A  YOUNG   GIRL  ON 

BEING  TOLD  THAT  SHE  MUST 

READ    CICERO'S    "DE 

SENECTUTE" 

"T)ECAUSE  I'm  unacquainted  with  old  age, 
-L'     To  read  about  it  is,  they  say,  my  duty ; 
I'll  go  to  Brown's  and  buy  the  English  page, 
And  try  to  struggle  through  '  De  Senectute.' " 


ON  HEARING  THE  SWAMI  ABHEDA- 

NA"NDA  SAY  THAT  ONE  COULD  LEARN 

TO  ABSTAIN  FROM  TAKING  BREATH 

FOR  HALF  AN  HOUR  OR  MORE 

O  SWAM  I,  Swami,  Swami,  you  tell  us  "Take 
no  breath  " ; 
I  fear  the  rash  proceeding  would  quickly  end  in 

death ; 
Could  you  only  teach  me  to  live  this  life  on  earth, 
Not  yet  would  I  trouble  to  seek  another  birth ! 
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OMAR  KHAYYAM  ON  THE  UNDER- 
GROUND RAILWAY 

(The  conductors  on  the  Underground  Railway  tell  travellers 
to  "hurry  on"  and  "hurry  off.") 

AN  eager  crowd,  we  "hurry  on"  the  Train, 
Where,  in  stispe?ise,  ^  we  seek  for  rest — in  vain  ; 
A  few  brief  stages  of  a  jostled  life, 
And  then  we're  bidden  "  hurry  off"  again. 

1  In  suspense,  i.e.,  hanging  to  a  strap  in  the  roof  of  the 
carriage. 
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SHAKESPEARE   V.  BACON.   FINAL 

HEARING 

Bellot  V.  Mountjoy  (ii  May,  1612)  cited.   Owing  to  the 

discovery  of  depositions  at  the  Record  Office 

by  Dr.  C.  W.  Wallace. 

I  SAW  the  place  ^  where  gentle  Shakespeare  lay 
At  Mountjoy's  (a  French  Herald  in  the  play-); 
I  thought  of  cryptograms  as  playful  gibes, 
And  knew  the  rout  of  all  Baconian  scribes. 

1  At  the  corner  of  Silver  Street  and  Monkwell  (formerly 
Mugwell)  Street  in  the  City  of  London.  The  site,  which  for 
some  centuries  has  been  the  property  of  New  College, 
Oxford,  is  now  occupied  by  the  Coopers'  Arms  Inn.  (See 
"  Harper's  Magazine,"  March,  1910.) 

2  "  Henry  V." 


46 


WANTED,  A  MANAGING  CLERK 

T  T  AVE  you  the  mind  of  a  Cabinet  Minister? 
■'-  -■■      Can  you  a  witness  or  advocate  scan  ? 
Can  you  see  straight  thro'  affairs  that  are  sinister, 
Cleverly  gauge  the  devices  of  man? 

If  you  in  matters  of  detail  are  rigorous, 
Neither  a  knave,  nor  a  snob,  nor  a  dunce, 

Work  till  the  evening  and  feel  just  as  vigorous. 
We  will  engage  you  to  help  us  at  once. 


COUNSEL'S  DREAM 

AFTER  A  PROBATE  SUIT  ABOUT  A  LOST  WILL 

"  When  a  visitor  hangs  up  his  hat  in  a  house,  and,  after 
making  a  call,  takes  away  a  hat,  the  presumption  is  that  it 
is  the  same  hat." — Speech  of  a  K.C.  to  show  that  a  will  of 
1910  was  the  same  document  as  a  will  of  1905. 

T  HUNG  up  my  hat  in  the  hall, 
-^     And  softly  crept  upstairs  ; 
I  looked  in  every  drawer,  but  all 

Were  full  of  railway  shares  : 
Then  floated  down  without  a  sound, 

My  thoughts  on  silk  hat  bent; 
But  there  upon  the  peg  I  found 

His  final  testament. 
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AFTER  A  BYE-ELECTION 

MANCHESTER,  MARCH  I912 

■\T  WELCOME,  though  winter  is  not  over  yet, 

*  *       Welcome  to  land  the  one  new-comer ; 
But,  while  rejoicing  greatly,  don't  forget, 
"  One  swallow  does  not  make  a  summer." 


QUEEN  VICTORIA  AND  THE  INDIAN 
PRINCE 

"  T  HEAR  that  you,  devoid  of  dread, 
■^     Uphold  the  Empire's  might"; 

"When  I'm  in  London,  Ma'am,"  he  said, 
"  I  go  there  every  night." 
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MISCELLANEOUS 
II.   SERIOUS 


A  SOUL'S  AWAKENING 

A  THEOSOPHICAL  ADAPTATION  OF  WORDSWORTH'S 
POEM 

A  SLUMBER  did  my  spirit  seal; 
I  said,  "  He  neither  sees  nor  hears, 
Rolls  round  the  earth,  but  cannot  feel 
The  burthen  of  our  trivial  years." 

But,  now  I  see  the  illusion  vain, 

And  near  this  life's  disburthening  goal, 

I  feel  He  has  awaked  again 
The  glorious  music  of  my  soul. 

The  seeming-separate  souls  in  space 

Are  emanations  of  the  Free, 
Who  gives  support  to  each  one's  race, 

As  it  moves  upward  in  degree. 

Life  after  life  I'll  live  on  earth, 
And  feel,  each  life,  I'm  less  a  thrall, 

Until  I  reach  my  last  re-birth. 
And  lose  my  self  within  the  All. 
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THE  PRAYER  OF  A  CHRISTIAN 
See  Psalm  LI,  14 

LET  all  my  prayer  be  for  peace, 
Spare  me  the  stain  of  war, 
That  on  my  soul,  when  breath  shall  cease, 

Thy  mercy  may  outpour ; 
That  so  a  Face  may  radiant  loom, 

And  kindly  make  to  me 
A  sign  of  welcome  through  the  gloom, 
Because  my  hands  are  free. 
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ON    WILLIAM    PENN'S    MOTTO 

"PAX  QUAERITUR  BELLO." 

JORDANS,  14THJULY1911 

"  "PEACE  must  be  sought  by  war."    How  many, 

-L  Friend, 

Would  use  thy  motto  for  a  worldly  end  ? 
Thou  by  internal  conflict  without  cease 
Didst  learn  to  achieve  a  spiritual  peace. 

The  motto  appears  on  an  engraved  portrait  of  William 
Penn. 

On  this  date  a  WTeath  was  laid  on  Penn's  grave  at  Jordans, 
Bucks,  the  early  meeting  house  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  in 
the  name  of  the  Pennsylvania  Society. 
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VOTES  FOR  WOMEN 

"Learn  to  labour  and  to  yfdai."— Longfellow. 

YES,  for  fifty  years  we've  waited, 
Labouring  with  patient  toil ; 
Still  our  hope  is  unabated. 
And  from  uproar  we  recoil. 

Many  a  wrong  to  weaker  sister 
Has  by  manhood  been  confessed  ; 

"Voteless  woman,  weak  resister" — 
So  you  leave  it  unredressed. 

Once  again  we  bid  you  listen, 
Be  at  last  by  justice  ruled  ; 

See,  with  tears  our  eyelids  glisten, 
That  we've  been  so  oft  befooled. 

May  the  Spirits,  just  Immortals, 
Teach  you  to  admit  our  claim. 

That  on  lists,  near  Church's  portals, 
Be  inscribed  each  woman's  name. 
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THE  BRITISH  MUSEUM 

YE  goddesses  of  Ancient  Greece, 
To  every  wrong  opposed, 
That  may  afflict  your  suppliants'  peace, 

You  find  your  temples  closed 
Thro'  man's  injustice.   Quickly  come, 

Descend,  and  not  in  vain 
Amid  our  city's  busy  hum 

Inspire  your  will  again  ; 
That  man,  by  inner  vision  led, 

May  woman's  genius  trust, 
And  grant  the  suffrage,  be  it  said. 

Because  her  claim  is  just. 

The  British  Museum  was  closed  for  some  weeks  in  March 
1912  owing  to  the  mihtant  tactics  of  the  suffragettes. 
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CIVIC  FREEDOM 

A  PRISONER  lonely  in  her  cell 
May  see  the  sky  is  overcast 
With  clouds,  which  only  darklier  swell, 

Before  they  disappear  at  last : 
Yet  through  a  break  may  glimpse  a  light. 
The  star  of  freedom,  ever  bright. 


TWO  LEGAL  MINDS 

' '  We  are  here  to  guess !  "—Jowett. 

"\T  7E  cannot  know;  'tis  useless  to  expend 

*  *  Our  time  in  dreams  instead  of  useful  end. 
"  But  I,  in  every  moment  spared  from  law 
Delight  to  feel  life's  mystery  and  awe." 
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AN  ASCENT  (BY  LIFT)  TO  AN  ABODE 
OF  THE  MUSES 

Sic  itur  ad  astra 

T  STOOD  upon  the  lower  ground, 
^     Where  men  with  one  another  vie, 
And  Httle  peace  or  rest  is  found 
From  the  incessant  human  cry. 

A  touch,  I  mounted  past  the  place, 
Where  all  this  transient  scene  of  woe 

By  wisdom  of  the  Hindu  race 
Is  counted  as  unreal  show. 

A  moment  more,  the  horizon  gleamed, 

A  gentle  peace  upon  me  stole, 
For  human  joy  and  sorrow  seemed 

The  work  of  one  Poetic  Soul. 

Note.  — The  offices  of  an  Eastern  philosophy  on  the  second 
floor,  and  those  of  the  Poetry  Society  on  the  top  floor. 
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FAREWELL  TO  REMBRANDT'S  PICTURE 
"THE  MILL"  BEFORE  ITS  DEPAR- 
TURE   FOR    AMERICA. 

GO,  cheer  the  hearts  of  countless  multitudes 
Beyond  the  Western  Ocean's  further  shore, 
In  busy  town,  where  quest  of  gold  intrudes  ; 
And  bring  them  calm  amid  the  city's  roar. 

While  in  the  mind  of  each,  who  saw  thee  here, 
May  that  transcendent  sky  and  river-glow 

Remain  to  banish  many  an  earthly  fear ; — 
A  light  on  life's  eternal  ebb  and  flow. 

Rembrandt's  "Landscape  with  a  Windmill"  was  bought 
by  Mr.  P.  A.  B.  Widener  (U.S.A.)  from  the  Marquis  of 
Lansdowne,  K.G.,  in  April  191 1. 
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A  MODERN  FUNERAL  IN  LONDON 

THE  chauffeur  drives  behind  alone, 
He  seems  to  give  no  heed ; 
The  lamps  are  veiled ;  the  car  unknown 
Moves  at  its  lowest  speed. 

The  master 's  left  dull  earth  and  found 

No  limit  to  his  flight; 
He  soars  with  all  the  stars  around 

Through  lanes  of  dazzling  light. 
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A  TRIBUTE  TO  F.  B.  D. 

AFTER  READING  "MIRTH  AND  MUSIC" 

SOMETIMES  he  sang  the  further  shore, 
Anon  he  sang  of  love, 
Sometimes,  like  Bottom,  would  he  roar 
With  gentlest  tone  of  dove. 

The  quiet  and  allusive  pun 

Was  e'er  his  keen  delight ; 
Wit,  humour,  and  pathetic  fun 

Were  seldom  out  of  sight. 

He  often  told  of  birds  and  flowers 

In  true  Chaucerian  tone ; 
Once  only  'mid  the  tropic  bowers 

I  heard  his  stifled  moan. 

He  sang  the  ever-changing  sea. 

The  Ancient  on  the  clifl", 
Where  every  line  of  melody' 

Breathed  of  the  ocean's  whiff. 

All  were  his  family  to  love, 

His  horse  and  dog  were  friends. 

He  hoped  to  meet  again  above, 
Where  friendship  never  ends. 
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HEAVEN,  THERE  AND  HERE 

I  WONDER,  if  in  yonder  star 
The  creature  of  my  dreams 
Will  come  to  greet  me  from  afar 
In  heaven's  eternal  beams. 

I'd  cease  to  think  of  heaven  above. 

Had  I  a  wife  like  thine. 
But  find  religion  in  my  love 

And  life  on  earth  divine. 
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REMINISCENCES  OF  A  WELL-KNOWN 

PREACHER 

"  He  only  says,  what  others  say; 
We  listen,  never  dull  we  find  it." 
' '  The  reason,  let  me  tell  you,  pray, 
A  sympathetic  soul  behind  it." 

IN  days  of  yore, 
We  prayed  the  more, 
When  plague  arrived  to  kill  us  ; 
While  nowaday 
We  do  not  pray, 

But  look  for  the  bacillus. 

Yet  prayer  gives  power 
In  danger's  hour 

And  hero  makes  of  craven  ; 
In  spirit  realm 
It  guides  the  helm 

And  brings  us  to  the  haven. 
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LINES  SENT  TO  A  LADY  WITH  A 
"LIFE  OF  BROWNING" 

"V/OU  ask  me,  why  upon  the  page 
-*■       I  do  not  write  a  word  of  greeting. 
We  are  but  tenants  of  the  stage, 

Perhaps  there  is  no  other  meeting  : 
I  would  not  that  a  future  age 
Say  of  our  friendship,  "  It  was  fleeting." 


ON  A  PICTURE  POSTCARD 

T  F  e'er  thy  toil  for  science'  sake 
-■-     Appear  a  troublous  quest, 
May  Devon's  pure  unruffled  lake 
Restore  the  spirit's  rest. 
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